'LE   MOLlSRE   D'ANGLETERRE*
Anatole France spoke about the English novel, its
origin and development, and then glided into politics.
And some of us could not guess why he kept saying,
with what seemed rather wearisome insistence, 'travaillons
de concert a la paix du monde'. Eight months later
Armageddon had begun!
After the banquet, the Chairman, ablaze with decora-
tions, led the lion downstairs to a salon. Hard upon
their heels, the illustrious pack followed, baying loud,
and one by one were presented, as to a potentate.
I thought—I was carried away by a sort of 'hubris'—
that if I was lucky enough to get near the great man
I would say something really original, something that
would impress me on his memory for ever. And so,
as I took the hand he languidly extended^ I remarked
that I had known and loved him ever since he was a
little boy like that—and I pointed to my knee. This
galvanised him into attention. He looked puzzled, as
well he might, and a little alarmed. Is the man mad
or drunk? he probably asked himself. Then I hastened
to explain that I had translated Le Livre de mon ami
and Pierre Noziere^ books in which he describes how he
walked with his nurse Madame Mathias along by the
river on the rive gauche. At that he took my hand in
both of his and with his grave expressive eyes gazed
upon me with a smile that seemed to wrap me in an
aureole. When, by the way, some years later, I went
to see him at the Villa Said, he had completely forgotten
me. Next day, at the Fabian reception, Anatole France
referred to Shaw as 'the Moliere of England* and kissed
him. Shaw wavered a moment and returned the compli-
ment—amid the enthusiastic plaudits of the company.
This Library Edition was on the whole a success,
at any rate a succes tTestime. Some of the individual
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